DOLLY : My dear, they're the most adorable
wall-papers. They're horribly expensive. If only
1 can get the old man to fork out.

PHILIP : Well, he's not going to !
DOLLY : We're coming up to play bridge to-
night, aren't we ?

MABEL : Yes, Jim will play. Freda's going out.
DOLLY : What, with the beautiful young man ?

MABEL : Yes. I don't particularly like it, but
Jim doesn't seem to think It matters* They're
going to the Berkeley.

DOLLY : Well, that's all right. Has he got plenty
of " mun " ?

JIM : The Marvins are very rich people. But
there's nothing whatever to it.

MABEL : I don't know so much about that.
JIM : Don't be so absurd.

MABEL : It isn't absurd, Jim. (Women know more

about these things than men.)  For one thing, he

picked her up at Paddington Station.

JIM : Shocking !

PHILIP : Oh dear, oh dear !

DOLLY : Bad girl !

MABEL : Oh, no. There was a fog on, the trains
were all delayed, and they got talking.
JIM : Well, what's the harm in that ?

MABEL : That's all very well, but he's got rela-
tions and Freda's got us. They're all " county "
and we're just what we are. It's all so silly.

DOLLY : I'm blessed if I see that. Freda's a well-
educated, nice girl.
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